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hose two weeks on the island of Rhodes in July 2000 were simply idyllic. We had 

both gone out there for a simple relaxing sun, sea and retsina break. Luckily for 
me, my Dad is Patrick Lauder, owner and Managing Director of Lauder Holidays, 
number three in the UK package tour operators league. What that means for me, lan 
Lauder, and any mates | care to holiday with, is free travel to the sun whenever | feel 
like it! 


Being the son of the M.D. has other perks and on this trip to Greece | used my “position” to 
full advantage. As soon as we landed at the airport and boarded the laid-on coach to our 
resort, Lindos, on the far north of the island, | looked to my mate and winked knowingly. 


The local “rep” who ticked us off on a list on his clipboard and showed us onto the coach 
was a dazzlingly cute young thing. | estimated that he was no more than eighteen, only a 
couple of years younger than myself, and | also guessed from the nervous way he was 
scurrying about getting himself into a right old flap, that this was one of his first coach-loads 
of clients. 


He was smartly dressed in the company uniform of dark blue slacks, white Fred Perry type 
shirt and trainers. He has acquired a good tan already and his dark hair was neatly 
groomed. He wore no jewellery (against company regulations) and he looked very 
attractive. My mate Simon clearly shared my appreciation of our rep's physical charms, but 
he could not have known that already a wicked plot was being hatched in my devious and 
sexually adventurous little mind. 


We reached our hotel, ate out that night and whilst our rooms (adjoining single rooms with 
an interconnecting door) were perfectly adequate, they were not the suite of two double 
rooms a lounge and en suite bathroom we had actually booked. There had been a double 
booking, an error back in London not out here, and | knew from my knowledge of the 
business that our local rep was not in the least bit to blame. 


However, | am a devious young man by nature and sexually | suppose you could call me 
predatory. | had taken a shine to our young inexperienced rep and it now became a hugely 
exciting game to mew to see if | could ensnare him in a little game plan | had concocted 
overnight. It would all be based on bluff because | knew he was an innocent party and if my 
father got to hear of my mischief he'd never let me use my free travel privileges again, but 
he did NOT know what | was up to, so as long as he never found out, | was in the clear. 


My big “kink” s the baring, spanking or even the thrashing of fit young guy's backsides, and 
even in those ghastly easy-iron slacks, | could tell that our rep, Stuart, had a bottom worth 
dying for. 


The next morning | got up early and explained my plan to Simon. He shared my interest in 
the tanning of young behinds, but from a slightly different angle — | frequently smacked his 
arse for him! 


We deliberately got out of the hotel very early, at 8am and went and had breakfast outside 
one of the cafes on the hill leading up to our hotel. | knew what | was doing. Sure enough at 
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8.50 on the dot, Stuart, or rep appeared, heading for the hotel and his morning duties of 
currency changing, tour ticket selling and so in. 


“Good Morning Stuart!” | called across to him. 
“Oh Hi,” he beamed, eager to appear cheerful and helpful. 


| invited him to join us for a coffee and he refused saying he had to be at the hotel, but | 
pulled a third chair out and rather forcefully insisted that he spare us five minutes as we had 
a problem, 


He rather reluctantly sat down and Simon let me do all the talking, this was very much my 
show. In any case Simon, like myself, was totally absorbed by the clothing Stuart was 
wearing. The white Fred Perry was still there, a fresh one, sparkling white and ironed, but 
instead of the dreary slacks he wore what must have been the highest cut, snuggest fitting 
dark blue shorts he could get away with without being sent home to change! They could not 
have been more than ten inches below his waistline and the hems were well up his bronzed 
thighs. He looked stunning. 


Little did he know but his pert bottom thrusting so invitingly out of those provocatively tight 
shorts was doing nothing to put me off whacking him, indeed | was now locked-on like a 
missile. 


On hearing of the double booking and our dissatisfaction, he sympathised and said he'd do 
his best for us, but it was peak season, the hotel and every other hotel on Rhodes was fully 
booked, and he feared there was nothing he could do but apologise and back us up if we 
made a claim against the tour operator when we got back to England. 


| then laughed almost in his face and did my “Do you know who my father is?!!" speech. | 
feigned anger and Stuart looked sheepish and crest-fallen. | warned him of dire 
consequences and the almost certain loss of his job if | had to tell my father how I'd been 
treated. He implored me not to lose him his job. We agreed to leave it to him to see what he 
could do and we'd meet in my room at 8pm that night to discus things. He raced off to the 
hotel to try and sort things out, whilst we just sat and chuckled wickedly about his cute bum 
and how | for one would “have” it before the holiday was over. 


Simon joined in the revelry and cackled “Yeah, whip his little arse for being so cute lan!”, 
Deliberately turning on my pal to remind him of his own regular position as my “whipping 
boy” | slyly added, 


“You'd better hope | get his arse to whack, because if | don’t young Simon.. I'm gonna be 
frustrated as hell and likely to take it out on yours!!!” 


The threat was not lost on him and | noticed he ruefully rubbed his own bottom a few 
moments later, fully aware that | might well do what | was threatening. 


At 8pm Stuart knocked on my hotel room door and | invited him in. Needless-to-say, he had 
been unable to secure any alternative, improved accommodation for me and the poor boy 
seemed genuinely apologetic. Perhaps if he had been just an ordinary looking lad | might 
just have forgotten the whole thing, but | had designs on his backside and this was too 
golden an opportunity to miss. | made it clear to Stuart that one long distance call from me to 
my father and he'd be stuck out on a Greek island, unemployed with only an evens chance 
of getting a spare airline seat to get him home, if he had the fare in the first place! All the 
time | was doing this, Stuart was looking more and more glum, if a bit irritated at the way | 
was lording it over him. 1, on the other hand, didn't even look him in the face, my gaze was 
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firmly fixed on those tight shorts, his thighs, and the certainty of a pert little bottom if only | 
could persuade him to throw himself on my mercy. | then made my move and started to 
mention that there might be another way to keep me happy, and make me not make the call. 
| looked at him knowingly and smiled, trying to both reveal my desires and indicate my 
intention to “win” him by hook or by crook”. 


To my absolute amazement, Stuart suddenly piped up with; 
“So what, you want to sleep with me or something?” 


| said nothing | wanted to see what else he might say. No sooner had he asked me this 
question, than he followed it with; 


“Because if so, you should just say so, there's no need to blackmail me", 


In other words he was saying yes, if | wanted to have sex with him, he would let me!! If only 
my tastes were that simple, | could have him there and then without protest. He hadn't 
actually said he was gay, but thinking about it, he was. Gay or not, however, | wanted to 
punish not penetrate. It was time to put my cards firmly on the table now that he had done 
so. 


“Come over beside me” | asked him, and a bit sheepishly he did so. | boldly swung my arm 
behind him and then rested it around his waist. He seemed awkward but did nothing to 
remove my arm, not even as | started to run my hand over the seat of his shorts, stroking the 
muscular cheeks beneath. | felt his buttocks tense but more with pleasure than protest. 


“The thing is Stuart, you have been what | can only describe as a naughty boy, haven't you. 
You've let me, your client down and you deserve to Pay a price for that’. 


“I, | thought | was doing just that’, he retorted cheekily. 


“Don't give me that Stuart!”, | snapped. “You're dying to have sex with me aren't you?!.... 
Well aren't you?” 


He nodded. 


“Well that’s no punishment at all then. No, what you need and what will keep me from 
reporting you to my old manis...... @ good old fashioned spanking my lad!” 


“Oh no! There’s no way I’m...... " he began to protest but even as he did so | was putting 
pressure on his lower back and he stumbled across my lap before his protests were even 
out of his mouth. He tried to fight his way back up but in truth it was only half-hearted 
resistance, | think part of him found the situation seriously erotic; | know | did! 


| reached forward and tugged his white shirt up onto his shoulders and then off over his 
head. He was so very nicely built. Just the right amount of muscle, not too much, and 
perfectly smooth, unblemished but tanned skin. | ran my hands over the seat of those bum- 
hugging shorts again and then Smackk! Without warning | slapped his left cheek hard. 


He gasped but there was a hint of a purr in his reaction as well. 


| immediately began spanking him in earnest, smacking first one cheek a few times, then the 
other, then both. After about thirty such smacks he called out that it was starting to sting and 
he wanted to get up. | laughed out loud and wrenched his shorts right down onto his calves, 
exposing his bottom for the first time. 


It was the peach of 
a bum I'd hoped it 
would be and the 
redness of the 
cheeks where | had 
smacked just 
added to the 
beauty of the sight 
before me. 


“Of course it stings, we've 
only just started Stuart my 
boy, I'm gonna spank your 
bare bottom all night if | 
decide to!” 


! was just about to raise my 
arm and deliver (And 
savour) my first smack on 
bare skin, when Simon 
entered from his bedroom 
through the adjoining door. 
“| thought | heard 
smacking" he chirped.. 
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“So, Mr holiday rep is being taught a lesson is he,” he teased. 


Stuart's humiliation must have been total. Here he was, bare bottom thrust up, over a clients 
lap being spanked and now a second client was going to watch the show! 


“Keep him held down and still Simon, I'm gonna spank him long and hard!” | warned, and 
with that | raised my hand once again and began what was to end up being nearly three 
quarters of an hour of carefully paced but ultimately devastating spanking. Stuart pleaded of 
course, protested, threatened, then begged and finally heaved and sobbed, but through it all 
| spanked him regardless. | even had him get up and go over Simon’s knee for more whilst | 
gave my arm a rest, then continued his torment at my hands. | have truly never seen a male 
bottom so deeply reddened, twitching and tender as his was by the time | finally allowed him 
up. 


He hoisted his shorts, gasping as they rasped his slightly swollen buttocks. 

“What do you say Stuart?!” | asked of him, determined not to show any compassion just yet. 
“Th,...thank you!” he muttered unconvinced that thanks were due. 

| showed him to the door and as | did so | gave him a reassuring hug and whispered; 


It wasn't so bad was it? Here, take this belt of mine. Truth be told, | want to give you a few 
really good lashes with this belt, but | won't force you. Think it over; we're here for a few 
days yet. If you want sex with me, all you have to do is enter my room one day and place 
this belt back on my bed, I'll take that as a signal that you want to come to bed with me. If 
you don't, well, keep the belt as a souvenir of your spanking, it was really exciting. | showed 
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him out. He was in a daze, still sore from his spanking, and doubtless very, very confused. 
Simon and | laughed uproariously about how things had turned out and then went out on the 
town for the night. 


We had a very enjoyable holiday and Stuart managed to do his work whilst avoiding us the 
whole time. 


Until that is, the last day. Our flight was taking off for home at 10pm, we had to leave the 
hotel by 6pm. Normally guests had to have their rooms vacated at lunchtime and lived out of 
a suitcase for most of the last day, but as | went upstairs to pack my bags at around 
11.30am, the receptionist called me over and said that special permission to not vacate my 
room until 2pm had been granted. 


Odd, | thought, but useful. | strolled up to my room and as soon as | went to put my key in 
the lock | noticed that my thick black belt had been draped over the door handle. It could 
only mean one thing; sometime between 12 and 2pm, Stuart would be dropping by with sex 
in mind! Great!!! 


Then my next surprise, and this was the big one. 


| walked in, and there before my eyes, lying face down on the bed was Stuart! He was 
bollock naked and he had placed both my pillows under his stomach, which was causing his 
bottom to be thrust up invitingly. As | approached the bed with lust coursing through my 
veins, he spoke the words | longed to hear. 


“I've been a bad rep to you Sir, I've not done my job properly and | deserve to be punished 
as you see fit’. 

“He wants it!, bloody hell, he actually wants it! “ | realised with astonishment but also with 
immense joy. 


“Right my lad” | thought to myself, “you're damn well gonna get it now!” 


It took me precisely fifteen seconds to get my shirt and sandals off, wrench my own shorts 
and briefs down and off and to be standing over him naked, erect and with belt doubled over 
in my right hand. | looked briefly in the wardrobe mirror and lapped up the image of my own 
suntanned form, standing dominantly over the youthful submissive hunk on my bed. 

| loved what | saw. | raised the belt with carefully measured severity, and.... 


Thwackkk! Crackkk! 


| proceeded to THRASH his cute little arse with no apology, no guilt and best of all, precious 
little mercy. | leathered and flogged his flinching, writhing bottom over and over. He sobbed 
for me, but this time around he did not beg or plead for me to stop. Perhaps because of this 
brave no-protest stance he was adopting, | decided after “only” thirty-two hard strokes that 
his welted bum had had enough. | used the belt to bind his hands together across his lower 
back, | forced his legs even wider apart and | fucked him immediately, whilst the buzz of 
giving him that thrashing was still fresh in my thoughts. 


The sex was as forceful as the flogging and only when it was nearly 2pm and we had to 
vacate the room did we untangle our bodies and take a hurried shower together. | gave his 
wet bottom a few more sharp slaps, but in truth it was not the same now that we had both 
satisfied our sexual and disciplinary urges to the utmost. 


Home addresses were exchanged and | went off to find Simon, though | never did tell him 
what additional pleasures had taken place in my room that morning, 


As we waved goodbye to our rep at the airport | gave young Stuart a very knowing wink. We 
would meet again... and soon! 


Russian City now Thrashes 
all Teenage Drug Addicts 


This must surely be the hottest CP news story of the Summer?! 


An article in the Daily Telegraph reveals that a little-known industrial city in Russia, 
Yekaterinburg, 900 kilometres east of Moscow has resorted to very extreme measures in it's 
attempt to cure teenage drug addicts. Once sentenced to a compulsory detention at the 
“City Without Drugs Rehabilitation Centre” the boys are held only briefly in a damp cell 
before being led away in the middle of their first night to a darkened house within the 
compound. There they are strapped face down on a narrow bed and their trousers and 
underpants are wrenched down. (See picture page 11). 

immediately two officers remove their belts, double them over for extra strength and proceed 
to give the boy at least 300 lashes. The boy routinely screams and cries from the very first 
stroke. Passers-out are merely revived with a few sharps slaps to the face and the thrashing 
of their bare buttocks then resumes. 


The three wealthy businessmen funding and running the camp for the City claim a high 
success rate. 


Currently holds more than 200 teenage boys are inmates and not one has evaded the 
prescribed induction beating. 


After their severe thrashing the addicts spend several days handcuffed to their beds and 
offered only bread and water as they go through the hell of “cold turkey”. Later they are 
made to work chopping down trees or doing hard labour. 


Police are looking into allegations that in addition to the thrashings on arrival, inmates are 
often beaten with batons and canes. One ex-inmate (too scared to reveal his identity) claims 
that when he tried to escape he was hung from an iron bar and beaten so badly that his 
buttocks are scarred for life. Unsurprisingly, drug-related crimes including drug dealing are 
reported to be well down in this City. 


(Neil says; Don't do anything by halves these Ruskies, do they!!?) 


iraqi Football Team Beatings Confirmed 


There were rumours many months ago about the Iraqi national football team being punished 
for failure to win matches. 


This has now been confirmed beyond all reasonable doubt by an escapee from that team, 
Saad Keis Naoman. Saad played for the team during the Seoul Olympics. Now safely 
beyond any possible retribution by Iraqi forces, he has revealed how and other team 
members were taken to a special section of the notorious al-Radwaniya Prison, which is 
used to detain sportsmen and journalists who fall foul of the Iraqi authorities. 


The figure who controls all sport in Iraq and under whose orders the football team were 
punished is Uday Hussein, so of the country's Dictator, Saddam. 


Saad had been sent off for arguing with a referee and Uday was allegedly furious. Saad 
says he was taken to the Prison and led to a rom where canes lined one wall. He was 
ordered to strip to the waist and lie on the floor. He was then flogged, the beatings being 
repeated over several days. 


Saad Keis Naoman tells of how he and other team members had their heads shaved before 
being beaten with heavy canes during the month they were detained in jail. 


“My back was a mess of blood and | could not sleep for days except on my stomach. Since | 
was a small boy kicking a ball around the streets of Baghdad, football has been my life, but 
these beatings ruined the game for me”. 


Similar tales of beatings for failure were reported in 1999 when 32 year old team-mate 
Sharar Mohamed al-Hadithi fled from Iraq. His story included vile accounts of how having 
been beaten he was dragged over gravel and then dunked in a sewage tank to ensure his 
welts went septic! 


There are now fresh calls for FIFA to ban Iraq from all international football fixtures as a 
result of these new allegations. FIFA sent inspectors after the 1999 allegations but they 
exonerated Iraq. 


Another Brit faces 500 lashes in Saudi Arabia 


A Briton held in a Saudi jail has managed to get out messages pleading to the British 
authorities for help. 

The British Foreign Office has in the past been notoriously eager to avoid upsetting the 
Saudi Royal Family by objecting to the harsh treatment of British subjects whilst in Saudi. 
However, until he lost his position as Foreign Secretary after the recent election, Robin Cook 
was working hard to avoids the 500 stroke flogging of this Briton and three others. All four 
men have been arrested and tried at a secretly convened Islamic Court as a result of the 
recent feuding between rival gangs dealing in the illegal supply of alcohol in the “dry” Saudi 
Arabia. 
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A young drug addict in Yekaterinburg is handcuffed to his bed. Later he will be 
fastened face down while his trousers are pulled down, guards will then use 
doubled over leather belts, taking turns to beat his buttocks. One of the three 
business men the project, City Without Drugs boasted, “On the first day we beat 
them with belts until their buttocks turn blue. We have to buy new belts every 
week because they go soft.” 


».. | Bunjamin Limani 


hobbles stiffly 
around his 
garden barely 
able to sit down 
because of the 
pain. 
Occasionally he 
lies awkwardly 
on his side or 
lowers _ himself 
gingerly into a 
chair. Every day 
ethnic Albanians 
are seized by 
Macedonians and 
subjected to 
beatings with 
baseball bats, 
broom handles 
and _truncheons 
and they show 
big red and 
purple weals on 
their buttocks 
and thighs. 


The men claim that whilst in prison awaiting their official floggings, they have been made 
to stand in the same position for hours on end, barred from using a toilet and when they 
collapsed exhausted they were hauled up and the soles of their feet were beaten. 


No Briton has been flogged in Saudi since 1985 when John Kelly from Weymouth was 
given 250 lashes., but in 1997 nurse Lucille McLochlan narrowly escaped being given 
500 lashes and eight years in jail after being found guilty of the murder of a colleague. 
She was allowed to pay compensation to the victims family and freed without having 
been flogged. Others such as computer Technician Gavin Sherrard-Smith were not so 
lucky. He was flogged in 1994 for similar alcohol related offences as the current 
prisoners. 

He had this warning to the four men currently under threat of severe floggings; 

“Not knowing whether you will be beaten or not is a tremendous mental strain’. 


Private School Caning in England: The Fight-back begins! 


After what seems like decades of various 
Euro Courts upholding the individual child’s 
right not to be disciplined, and Social 
Workers & “Bleeding Heart” Liberals 
succeeding in getting corporal punishment 
outlawed as a last deterrent means of 
keeping wayward youth under any 
semblance of control, the fight-back finally 
begins in earnest. 


Parents who have seen the slow slide into 
anarchy in many of our schools, and the 
constant weakening of parental rights to 
punish their children, have now banded 
together with like-minded Private School 
Headmasters, sought legal representation, 
and now it is they who are knocking at the 
Euro-Courts doors demanding their right to 
say how their own children are educated. 


This should be a battle-royal. An alliance of fifty mainly Christian schools has already 
won a review of the School Standards & Framework Act that brought Private schools 
into line with the State Schools regarding the caning & slippering ban. The New Labour 
Government has stated publicly that it will oppose this latest attempt to reverse its no 
smacking, no caning legislation of 1987, but even with the Government trying to sink this 
pro-caning lobby to Strasbourg, it could yet make some headway. 


Lets hope so. It is clearer with every passing day that sooner or later someone brave will 
have to ask the nation what it wants to do about teenage vandalism, truancy, thuggery 
etc. Wonder who will be first to mention the B word..... (Birch!) 


Finally advance warning that the next issue (107) of Report will be a combined 
August/September issue due to staff holidays. 


That's it for this month, enjoy the summer. Nest 


rst Experiences 


A: a child during the 1930s | lived in an orphanage. The discipline there was quite 
strict, with liberal use of the cane. During the day | attended a nearby school, 
where corporal punishment was also in regular use. 


| didn't much like the school and it always seemed to me that we orphanage boys received 
more than our fair share of thrashings from the teachers. Whilst canings back at the 
orphanage were given across the boy's backside, at school the culprit's hand was the target. 
In my opinion, the cane can hurt more on the hand, and the pain usually lingers for longer. | 
can recall a very strict arithmetic teacher who used to wander about the classroom, cane ai 
the ready. A boy who got a sum wrong invariably had to hold out his hand for a cut of the 
cane, so you can imagine the atmosphere of fear in those particular lessons. 

However, it was the headmaster who 
was the real demon with the stick. On 
one occasion | was caught flicking an 
ink pellet and suffered four really hard 
cuts on each hand with a swishy 
rattan cane which left my palms and 
fingers bruised and blistered. | had 
great difficulty holding a pen for the 
remainder of that day. | would often 
creep back to the orphanage after a 
miserable day at school, my hands 
sore from the cane, only to be 
confronted with some fault by the 
authorities there and have to bend 
over for yet more cane, this time 
across my backside. At the age of 14 
| was sent to an army college that 
prepared boys for military service. 
This place was very strict indeed and 
we lived in fear of the House Corporals - senior boys who had the power to place you or 
report to the sergeant major. That man was a real disciplinarian who lay on the cane with < 
will. Those were certainly the worst beatings | ever suffered, and you should have seen the 
cuts and bruises on our backsides! Later on, after the war, | worked temporarily as a supply 
teacher. The headmaster was an old dodderer and used to leave the administration o 
corporal punishment to the games master. One afternoon the games master was away and 
was deputed to take his class. Not unexpectedly the boys 'tried it on' and their misbehaviou 
came to the notice of the headmaster who ordered whackings all round. 


So after all those childhood years of being on the receiving end of the cane, | was now the 
giver. Nineteen youngsters, still dressed in games kit, lined up before me and each boy hac 
to bend over and suffer four of the best. I'm sure the cane stung like hell across their tightly 
stretched cotton shorts, since | did not spare the rod. There was certainly a lot of moaninc 
and groaning and rubbing of sore backsides and my right arm was soon aching from the 
exertion. | left teaching soon afterwards, so that was my last encounter with officially 
sanctioned corporal punishment. © 
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t may be difficult for many people to imagine how deeply embedded in the school 

life of my generation was corporal punishment. | went to a prep and then a public 
school in the nineteen fifties and although at home there was never any formal 
beating - just an occasional angry slap - most of the boarding schools of that era 
operated a system of institutionalised physical chastisement. 


My experience of corporal punishment at prep school was limited to a slippering for talking 
after lights out in the dormitory. It was given by the headmaster and administered across my 
buttocks with my trousers down. The slippering was agony and | cried not just from pain, but 
shame as well. The headmaster told me to shut up and to expect the cane next time. | was 
so terrified of the cane that | behaved impeccably for the remainder of my prep school days. 
| still have vivid memories of seeing boys standing outside the head's study close to tears in 
anticipation of the caning to come. Afterwards they were treated as heroes as they showed 
their 'stripes' to selected friends and recounted the details of their execution to a hushed 
dormitory. It was not until my transfer to public school that | tasted the stick for the first time. 


However my first 
whacking was in fact 
a slippering from the 
deputy housemaster 
whose study was just 
below the junior 


dormitory. 

Two of us were 'ragging’ and 
making far too much noise, 
jumping on the floor. Mr. G. 
charged in and summoned us 
for a thrashing. ‘You'll need 
your tin breeches,’ he said. We 
did not need to be told and 
quickly got dressed again. | 
went in first and decided to 
confess all in the hope that this 
would lighten my punishment. 


But like Stalin's victims it made not a jot of difference and I soon 
found myself draped over the back of a Parker-Knoll armchair. 


My ration was four strokes of the slipper. 

| earnt my first caning from my housemaster, Mr E.J., by being awarded three discipline 
impositions in the course of a week. Before proceeding with the punishment the 
housemaster gave me a dressing down. 

‘You seem to have lost control. | think | need to teach you some self-control. '| knew exactly 
what the procedure was from other visitors to his study. He had you bend over with your 
hands placed on the arms of his armchair. Usually he called for you to ‘bend tighter’ and 
warned you not to look round or stand up until told. '| am going to give you three strokes,’ he 
announced, commanding me to bend over the chair. | knew that the cane was going to sting, 
but even so | was still surprised by just how much it hurt. | felt very glad that my punishment 
was limited to three strokes. Once it was over he put the cane down, told me to rise and | 
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had to wait while he made an entry in the punishment book on his desk. Then he crossed ti 
the door and indicated that | should leave. He smiled at me in a not unfriendly way 
presumably satisfied that | had taken my medicine satisfactorily. | quickly rushed to the toile 
to examine my stripes. At my public school | was caned on eight different occasions by fiv 
different masters. A student master gave me my first six of the best - the result of ye 
another dormitory offence. The student master had been left in charge and stormed into th 
dorm to find another boy and myself out of bed. He told us to follow him to his study. 

entered first and saw a cane laying on the desk - a thin swishy rod with a crooked handle, ; 
bit lighter than the standard model used at the school. 


‘Take your dressing gowns off. | am 
going to give you each six of the best,’ 
he ordered. It was not just the cold night 
that caused me to be reluctant. | feared 
would not be able to take six across my 
pyjamas and replied ‘But Sir, you are 
not allowed to cane anyone without Mr 
H's permission. ‘The student master 
agreed but observed that he knew such 
permission would be forthcoming and 
that he would speak to the housemaster 
the following morning. The strokes were 
pretty painful but bearable and we both 
returned to the dormitory with glowing 
backsides. 


There were other memorable canings, 
including one from the housemaster of 
another house who taught chemistry. | 
had been among a group of jokers who 
had filled with water the bottles he used 
for demonstrating chemical reactions, 
so that they did not work. He was a 
notorious thrasher and we were all 
terrified. Four strokes were sheer agony 
at the time but something to be proud of 
afterwards. © 


More 
First Experiences 
next month.. 


If you have any CP First Experiences ane 
feel like sharing them get in touch.. 
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Recollections S From Schooll 


For What We Are About To Receive 


‘m Michael Walker and | was a pupil at St. Basil’s back in the 

1960’s. Beatings back then were a normal day to day event. This 
particular group thrashing occurred, as always when we were 
ready for bed.... 
It was almost 9.00pm in the dormitory at St. Basil's Boys’ College. 
Myself and the other forty-nine boys lay in our beds, noisily 
chatting to each other and anxiously awaiting the 9.00 o'clock bell. 
Our dormitory was a long room with 25 beds on each side with a 
passageway in the middle. 


At 9.00 o'clock each night, the bell would sound and Br. Augustus would appear from his 
room at the end of the dormitory. This was the time when us boys were punished for any 
transgressions that had occurred during the day. It was a dreaded time as, one by one, the 
boys to be punished were called to the end of the dormitory and publicly flogged across the 
bare buttocks with a long, thick cane. 

If he thought we deserved a more severe punishment, then we were lashed with a leather 
whip. On frequent occasions both were used on the same boy; the whipping following a 
good beating with the cane. 

The bell sounded and there was instant silence in the dormitory. As per the usual routine, we 
all jumped to attention and stood at the foot of our beds facing the centre aisle. Br. Augustus 
appeared from his room, cane in hand and mounted the small platform at the end of the 
dormitory. Panic spread through us all as we stood there anxiously wondering if we’d been 
reported to brother by any of our teachers throughout the day. 

The list of names for punishment tonight was called. "Simpson, Walker, Robinson, Richards, 
Griffin, Tersdale," thundered Br. Augustus reading from the clipboard in his hands. "Prepare 
for punishment. i 

Six of us instantly stripped and stood naked at attention at the foot of their beds. Forty-four 
other boys instantly breathed a sigh of relief that they were not on tonight's list. 
Nevertheless, they still had to endure the anxious moments of observing the nightly 
punishment ritual. That alone was sufficient to send shivers down their spines. 

"The general behaviour today of the boys in this dormitory," began Brother, "has generally 
been satisfactory. However, as usual, there are those that need a constant reminder of the 
need for obedience, discipline and hard work and tonight is no exception. It is hoped that the 
boys to be punished tonight will learn a good lesson and that their behaviour will show a 
marked improvement from here on in. | also hope that the punishment being given tonight 
will be a good lesson to the rest of you and that you will keep yourselves out of trouble." 
"Simpson," brother continued. "You were caught cheating in your mathematics test today. 
Dishonesty in a boy is one of the lowest forms of existence. Let your punishment be a lesson 
to others that | will not tolerate such behaviour. Approach the rostrum!" 

Simpson walked the length of the entire dormitory and mounted the steps of the rostrum. 
“Bend over," he ordered. Simpson spread his feet apart and bent over as low as he could. 
Six mighty cuts of the cane thundered across his buttocks. 

Punishment completed, he thanked brother for correcting him and returned through the row 
of boys to his bed. Once there, still naked, he stood at attention at the foot of his bed facing 
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the wall. His buttocks, marked with six thick red welts were visible to all. It was a salutary 
reminder to us of what lay in store for us should we cross Brother Augustus. 

"Michael! You have been reported today for failure to complete your English assignment to a 
satisfactory standard. This way, young man!" Like Simpson, | walked past the row of faces 
mounted the platform and was given a half dozen strokes of the cane across my buttocks. 
As | returned to my bed, the other boys were sympathetic as | was quietly sobbing as | 
passed them. | stood facing the wall, all the time continuing to cry. 

‘Brother waited until | was right back at my bed before he called to me again. "Did you forget 
something, Michael?" 

| quickly realised | had forgotten to thank brother for correcting me and returned to the foot of 
the rostrum. 

"| am sorry, Brother, for my rudeness. | deserved everything you gave me. Thank you for 
correcting me." 

"Next time," said brother, "don't forget your manners. And to remind you of that, we've got a 
little extra for you on this occasion. Up here and resume the punishment position." 

An additional three strokes were then given to me. When told to stand, | apologised for my 
discourtesy in ignoring Brother after my initial thrashing and assured him my manners 
wouldn't slip again. 

™'Right," said Brother. "Return to your place." 

Brother waited in silence as | retreated to my bed and then he called the next boy. 
"Robinson. You have even failed to even hand in your English assignment. You're in for an 
additional dose of punishment tonight, my boy. Come here." 

Robinson was already in tears. Although a strong young boy, it was only last evening that he 
had received punishment for another misdemeanour and now he was facing more. In 
addition, to be in trouble two days in a row automatically meant that punishment would be 
doubled. Even worse, the additional punishment would be given with a leather whip. As he 
walked to the end of the dormitory the boys observed that his buttocks were already badly 
bruised from last night and they felt for him. 

"When are you going to learn obedience?" asked Br. Augustus as he bent over. "Let's hope 
this is the last time | see you on the punishment list for some time." 

Following the six cuts of the cane, brother told him to fetch the whip. As a constant reminder 
the whip hung at the entrance to the dormitory, just above the door, visible and ready for use 
whenever boys required more serious punishment. The sight and thought of the pain that 
would be inflicted was enough in itself to generally keep us out of serious trouble. It was a 
leather whip about a metre in length and ten centimetres wide. The end of the whip was split 
into six thin strips, so that when administered, each stroke had the effect of six separate 
lashes. When anyone was treated to such punishment, the pain was excruciating. 

Robinson collected the whip from the entrance at the other end of the dormitory and 
returned to the rostrum past the long lines of boys, the welts of the cane across his buttocks 
a lesson to all. He mounted the platform and handed the whip to Br. Augustus. This time he 
was instructed to bend over the desk. 

"Get your legs apart and spread those buttocks," Brother ordered. He drew the whip back 
high over his shoulders in readiness for the first stroke. The entire dormitory flinched as they 
heard the thwack as the six supple thongs of leather flay across his naked bottom. As the 
whip continued to lash across Robinson's bottom, he cried out in pain. 

At the conclusion of the punishment Robinson slowly rose to an erect position, his buttocks 
visibly raw in various shades of red, blue and black as a result of both the six cuts of the 
cane and the further six lashes with the whip. 
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“Thank you, Brother, for 
correcting me," he said. "That 
was a good whipping. | 
thoroughly deserved it." He 
wasn't going to run the risk of 
even more punishment, like | 
had had before him, fully 
realising that any failure of 
acknowledgment at this stage 
could result in an additional 
whipping. 

Brother handed Robinson the 
whip and instructed him to 
return it to its place above the 
door. He then returned to the 
foot of his bed, stood at 
attention and faced the wall. 
"Richards and Griffin," called 
Br. Augustus. "You have been 
reported for speaking in your 
history class today whilst your 
teacher's back was_ turned. 
Apart from disobedience, it is 
downright rude. | have already 
shown the lot of you tonight 
how | regard rudeness. Right, Michael?" 

"Yes, Brother," | replied in a clear and distinct voice. 
"This way, gentlemen!" 

The two of them foolishly strode defiantly to the end of the dormitory. Brother could see the 
cheeky looks on their faces and commanded them to halt half way to the rostrum. 

"So, you think a caning is something to smirk about and not treat seriously. We'll soon see 
about that. Griffin, fetch the whip. Richards, step up here." 

Griffin's smirk of defiance quickly disappeared from his face as he collected the whip from its 
resting place. Richards, meanwhile mounted the rostrum and bent over low for the caning, 
believing that he was to come out of this situation better than his friend. 

By this time, Griffin was standing, whip in hand, at the foot of the rostrum whilst he observed 
his friend being lashed with the cane. As Richards stood up after the sixth stroke, Griffin 
handed the whip to Brother Augustus and started to mount the three stairs. 

"Remain where you were, Griffin," he ordered. 

It was not just Griffin to be whipped. Brother took the whip from Griffin and immediately 
commanded Richards to get over the desk in the correct punishment position. He then laid 
the whip solidly across his buttocks. Richards was in agony as the six strokes of the whip 
lashed across his backside. 

Following Richards’s punishment, Brother told him to rise and remain at the foot of the 
rostrum whilst Griffin received his punishment. 

Again, the cane was wielded with mighty force, six hard strokes followed by a further six with 
the whip. 

"Now, do you still want to be smart about the situation?" asked Brother. 

"No, Brother," Griffin replied with tears rolling down his face. 

"Well, what do you both have to say?" 
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"I'm sorry, Brother," said Richards. "Thank you for correcting me." 

"Sorry, Brother," repeated Griffin. "It won't happen again." 

"| hope not," Brother Augustus replied, handing the whip back to Griffin. "Now return the 
whip and go back to your places." 

"Tersdale!" Brother called to the other end of the dormitory. 

"Yes, Brother." 

"You were caught smoking at morning break. What are the rules about smoking?" 

“Smoking is strictly forbidden, Brother," the lad replied. 

"And if the rule is disobeyed?" 

"Any boy caught smoking gets eight strokes, Brother." 

"Correct, Tersdale. Approach the rostrum." 

Tersdale walked through the lines of boys, mounted the rostrum and bent over for his 
punishment. He realised Brother was getting tired by now when the fourth and fifth stroke 
were nowhere near as strong as the remainder, and he knew what would happen if he didn't 
ask for those two strokes to be repeated should brother realise that they were too light. The 
entire punishment would be repeated with the dreaded whip. 

After the eighth stroke, before brother could make any comment, Tersdale spoke. 

"Brother," he said, "| need more punishment. Two of the strokes were very light. | need them 
to be given again to complete the punishment | have deserved." 

Brother followed with two extremely heavy strokes. There was no doubt these were more 
than satisfactory. 

“Thank you, Brother." 

Tersdale returned to his place at the foot of his bed and faced the wall as were the rest of us 
who had been punished. The welts on our buttocks were clearly visible and served as a very 
effective warning to the rest of the dormitory. 

Brother addressed us. "You are well aware," he said, "that any misbehaviour at all will be 
seriously punished. These boys who have been punished tonight are to be a warning to you 
all. One would think that 16 and 17 year old boys do not need constant reminders all the 
time of the consequences of their actions. Yet some of you will just not learn. Indeed, some 
of you are so smug with yourselves that you think you can just get away with it.” 

Out of the corner of his eye Brother Augustus noticed someone, who did not even think for a 
moment that he was being observed. 

"Johnston. You spoke! How dare you speak when | am addressing the dormitory. Strip. 
Collect the whip and get yourself up here." 

Johnston feared the worst as he stripped naked, collected the dreaded whip and 
approached the platform. He handed the instrument of punishment to Br. Augustus. 
"Obviously," said Brother to the whole dormitory, "some of you are still not certain when | 
mean business. Well, let's get the message sunk in well and truly! Johnston, bend over the 
desk. 

He bent down low over the desk and was reminded to spread his legs apart so that as much 
as possible of his buttocks were exposed for punishment. He did as commanded and 
grasped the other side of the desk to hold himself steady. 

Brother commanded the two boys nearest the rostrum to come up and hold him down. It was 
obvious Johnson was really going to get the worst to be made a real example. 

"Johnston. Count each stroke aloud so they can hear you at the back of the dormitory. And 
you two holding him, if he dares move, you will take his place." 

The two lads, fearful for their own well being, held Johnson down firmly. 

Brother drew the whip back high over his shoulders and lashed at Johnston's buttocks. The 
whole dormitory could hear the thwack as the six supple thongs of well-oiled leather were 
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laid to rest across his naked bottom. As it flayed across his buttocks Johnson called out 
loudly, "One, Brother." 

And so the savage whipping continued... . "two, Brother... three, Brother....... nine, 
Brother," and Johnson flinched heavily. "| told you two to hold him down. Obviously, you are 
not doing the job | ordered. Both of you strip and take his place over the desk. Johnston, 
stand up!" 

The two of them removed their pyjamas and stood there in readiness. One by one, as 
instructed, they assumed the punishment position. Immediately followed four of the hardest 
lashes with the whip that one could possibly imagine. "Now,"said Brother, "do you two want 
some more or have you had enough?" 

“Right, now do as you are told and hold Johnson down firmly while he takes the rest of his 
beating or you'll get some more and if it happens again you'll get twice as much!" 

"Johnston. Resume the punishment position and we'll continue. What was the last count?" 
"Nine, Brother," replied Johnston. 

"You're seventeen, aren't you, son?" Brother enquired. 

"Yes, Brother," answered Johnston. 

"Then you'll get seventeen strokes; so there are another eight strokes coming. Resume 
counting." 

The whipping continued, Johnston counting each stroke loud enough to be heard at the end 
of the dormitory. He knew that if it was not loud enough, the stroke would be repeated. 

"Ten, Brother... eleven, Brother . . . twelve, Brother." The punishment continued. "Sixteen, 
Brother . .. seventeen, Brother." 

He waited anxiously for Brother's advice that the punishment was complete, for he knew 
from past experience that it was not unusual for additional strokes to be given at this stage, if 
Brother Augustus either considered that some of the punishment was too light or if he 
considered that we hadn't yet learnt our lesson and would benefit from a further flogging. 
Similarly, the two boys holding him down, who had already been thrashed, dare not release 
Johnson before being told. 

"Get up." Brother instructed. The two boys released Johnston and stood at attention awaiting 
Brother's next instruction. 

Johnston slowly rose to an erect position, his buttocks visibly raw in various shades of red, 
blue and black as a result of his punishment. 

"Thank you, Brother, for correcting me," he said. "That was a good whipping. | thoroughly 
deserved it. | am really sorry for speaking out of turn." 

"I'll bet you are," said Brother Augustus and I'll also bet these two boys that had the task of 
holding you down are sorry. If it weren't for you they wouldn't have been whipped either. 
What have you got to say to them?" 

"I'm sorry Henson, sorry Walker." 

The three boys were told to leave the stage, Johnston handed the whip to return it to its 
resting place. They returned to the foot of their beds and faced the wall, along with the rest 
of us who had been punished tonight. 

Free time was available for the next thirty minutes or so until lights out, except for those of 
us who had been punished. We were to remain at the foot of our beds, stripped, our 
whipped, raw and bruised buttocks facing the centre aisle, as a reminder to the other 
residents of Br. Augustus’ dormitory of the "rewards" in store for disobedient youth. 
Meanwhile, Brother Augustus remained on duty patrolling the dormitory. As he approached 
young Gerald Shaw, he paused and spoke to him. 

"Shaw. | am concerned about your schoolwork. It seems to be slipping. Are you having 
problems with it?" "No, Brother," he replied. 

"Well, what's the reason for it?" 
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"I've had other things on my mind, Brother, and I've been getting a bit slack." 

thie at least you're honest about it, aren't you? How long since you've had a good beating, 
aw?" 

"Last year, Brother." 

"Well, | think it might be a good idea if we gave you a solid dose of the cane, young man, to 

keep you on your toes. What do you think?" 

"Yes, Brother, but | think a good whipping would do me more good, Brother. | would 

remember it longer. | think it would also be a good example to the other boys not to get 

slack." 

“All right, strip off, fetch the whip and wait by your bed until you are called," Brother 

instructed. 

"Yes, Brother. Thank you, Brother." 

Brother Augustus immediately rang the punishment bell and we stood at attention at the foot 

of their beds. 

"There is to be another punishment tonight," Brother announced. "Shaw has been slack with 

his studies. His work has slipped, not due to any difficulties, but due to sheer laziness. As a 

result, he is to be flogged severely and you are all to learn a good lesson from it. Laziness 

will not be tolerated under any circumstances and if such laziness exists, it is my intention to 

get to the bottom of the problem and that is appropriate wording, as that is exactly what we 

are going to do now." 

Shaw had stripped naked, collected the whip and was now standing by his bed, whip in 

hand, ready to be summoned. 

™ Shaw," called Brother Augustus. Approach for punishment. Shaw took himself and the 

whip to the rostrum. He mounted the steps. Brother instructed him'to face the assembled 

dormitory and to address us. 

"| have been lazy with my studies," he told us and Brother is to be whip me severely as a 

hard lesson to teach me the error of my ways. | deserve this whipping and | hope | learn a 

valuable lesson from it. | also hope it serves as a warning to all of you." 

Brother instructed Shaw to take the punishment position. He spread himself across the 

table. "| am ready, Brother," he said. "Lay it on as hard as you can please, so | learn a good 

lesson that will last." Brother solidly lashed the whip across his bottom six times." 

"Thank you, Brother," Shaw said when the punishment was completed. "! could feel it doing 

me good. It should keep me in top form for a while." 

"You let me know first if you start getting slack again, Shaw and I'll give you another 

whipping. But if | notice first and | am going to keep an eye out, you'll be caned before the 

whipping. Do you understand, my boy?" 


"Yes, Brother. Thank you Brother." 


"Now put the whip back where it belongs,’ Shaw was commanded. 

Sobbing uncontrollably, he returned the whip to the dormitory entrance, and then went back 
to the end of his bed where he stood at attention facing the wall where he remained for 
another fifteen minutes. 


Brother then ordered those of us who had been punished to put our pyjamas back on. The 
entire dormitory was told it was time for bed and we obeyed instantly. He turned out the 
lights and the fifty of us settled down for the night, wondering who would be on the 
punishment list tomorrow night. © 
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“A Sting in their Tails” 


by Simon Caine 


fter a few pints, the lads were always less inhibited. On this particular weekend, 

their guards were down and alcohol was allowing a greater degree of relaxation 
than usual. Jamie, Stephen, Simon, Alan, Greg and Justin, who had known each other 
since they were in the first year at Prep school, had just been celebrating the last of 
their eighteenth birthdays. 


Greg, the baby of the group, was now officially of age and could vote, drink, have sex and — 


fulfilled all the criteria society demanded to be regarded as an adult. With the exception of 
voting, Greg had long since proved his manhood, especially the criteria of sex and drinking. 
His initiation involved a number of challenges, from the fool hardy to the downright 
antisocial. 

It was the Summer term and the A level examinations would be starting in two weeks but 
revision and study were far from the minds of these hedonistic young men. Greg was in the 
act of adorning a statue of Major General Sir Clive Protheroe with a pair of knickers of 
matronly proportions, when a sharp whistle alerted him to the approach of Sergeant Bob 
Richards, the village policeman. Greg quickly jumped from the plinth of the memorial statue, 
stumbling and twisting his ankle painfully as he did so. He just managed to gain the 
anonymity of the shadows as “Big Bob” flashed his torch around the hedges lining the War 
Memorial gardens. Greg’s heart was pounding and the agony of the twisted ankle was 
extreme. 

“| knows where you be! You young buggers! I'll tan your arses when | gets ‘old on ee!” Bob 
was one of the old school, believing a “clip round the ear or a cut across-the arse with the 
belt” was better than clogging the local Magistrates’ Court with the results of the vihege's 
youthful but antisocial exuberance. 

“And it sobers them up pretty sharpish when they gets their pants round their ardlas for a 
damn good canin’ or a taste o’ my belt.” Bob would argue with his “Do gooder” colleagues, 
when they raised an eyebrow at his ‘old school’ methods. 

The sound: of six pairs of running feet on the gravel path out of the park, made the Sarge 
swing around and, as he did so, the beam of his torch revealed the disappearing sextet 
making good their escape. 

“Young bastards! I'll ’ave ’em! They won't get away with it this time!” Sergeant Bob had 
picked up a wallet, dropped by one of the boys. An identity card in the folded leather bill-fold 
bore the name Justin Stevenson, Alderley Grange, Cheshire. 

“Right my young fellow-m’lad! Your father’s goin’ to be hearin’ from me in the mornin’ and 
you'd better be able to make your’n a good story!” Commander Ted Stevenson, as well as 
being a drinking mate of the sergeant, was also Chairman of the local Magistrates. Bob put 
the wallet safely in his tunic pocket and buttoned it securely. He retrieved his bike from the 
hedge and with pedals squeaking, rode back to the village Police house. The antics of these 
“silly young buggers”, were not going to keep him from his bed. It was two o'clock in the 
morning. He had not seen the item of ladies’ underwear adorning the statue. 

‘ Cdr. Stevenson was just entering the hall of Alderley Grange, having taken the dogs for their 
Sunday morning run around the extensive grounds. The phone was ringing. He looked at his 
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watch, 09.55am. “Who can be calling at this time on a Sunday?”, he thought as he picked up 


the receiver. “Four two six five. Cdr. Stevenson here.” 
“Mornin’ Sir! ’t is Bob Richards. Can | come round and ’ave a word wi’ young master Justin? 
Now..., if it be convenient like?” 
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'He’s still in bed, but you should catch him before he plays squash with his friends from 
school. They'll be here at 10.30.” Justin’s father was curious as to why the local policeman 
wanted to speak to his son. “What's it about, Bob. The silly young fool hasn't been speeding 
again has he?” 

‘No Sir! | found ‘is wallet in the village last night.....in strange circumstances like. I'd like to 
know if it were stolen or if he dropped ‘un on ’is way ‘ome.” Bob did not wish to give anything 
away at this stage of the game. 

‘Right! We'll be expecting you. | suppose you won't say no to a glass of my best Irish. I'll get 
tHe lad out of bed and ready to see you Bob.” Cdr. Stevenson was about to say good-bye. 
‘'d rather you didn’t tell young master Justin I’m comin’, if you'd be so kind, Sir. And thank 
you. I'll join you in an Irish.” 

Half an hour later, Justin was blissfully unaware of the conversation between his father and 
the Sarge. His friends had just arrived in the newly restored WW/2 Jeep, Jamie’s pride and 
joy, a gift from his father on his 18" birthday. In the Cdr.’s study, Sgt. Richards turned, on 
hearing the crunching gravel and the roar of the Jeep's exhaust. He and the Cdr. looked 
through the French windows and then at each other. “No time like the present, Sir. Should | 
call’em in?” the Sarge asked. 

“No. | think we will surprise them on the squash courts. The gymnasiu™ :s next door. We 
won't be disturbed in sorting out this matter there!” 

Cdr. Stevenson went over to the cupboard and took out a rattan punishment cane, a 
souvenir from his tour of duty in Singapore. 

“I never thought | would need to use this. How wrong | was!” 

In the privacy of the gymnasium, the six friends were changing their shoes. Alderley Grange 
had been used as a boys’ school in the post war period and in the sixties, had been acquired 
by Justin's father. The house had been restored to its former glory at great cost. With an eye 
to the future, Cdr. Stevenson had retained the two squash and tennis courts and added a 
reasonably sized swimming pool. It was the intention of the boys to take a ooling swim after 
their games. Justin’s father and the sergeant would spoil those plans, somewhat memorably. 
Justin felt a sharp pain across his pert backside, as he bent forward te fasten his squash 
shoe. Greg could not resist applying a heavy swipe with the heel of his trainer to such a 
tempting target. 

“Ouch! Fuck! That hurt...You bastard! You are going to suffer for that!” With these words and 
on a signal from Justin, Greg’s shorts were unceremoniously pulled dow" to his ankles, he 
having been grabbed by Alan and Jamie. Simon and Stephen were laughing as numerous 
playful but nonetheless painful blows rained down on Greg’s muscular peach round arse 
cheeks. 


Sreg’s pert little bum was already glowing red. This was the scene that g:eeted the Cdr. and 
Bob Richards, when they entered the small changing room. 

Greg was really in pain. “Christ! Justin ....Ouch! Stop! Ouch! FU....CCK! You Bastard! | was 
only fooling. That hurt...owwww!” 

“Had enough....have you?” Justin was enjoying this. Little did he realise that he soon would 
be experiencing somewhat harsher treatment of his own cute backside. His father and Bob 
Richards had remained silent and only.now did the boys become aware of their presence. 
Rather embarrassed at being discovered spanking his friend’s bare backside, Justin let the 
trainer fall to the ground and stammered an excuse. “Oh! H..hi dad. We were j..ust f.f..fooling 
around.....its a sort of initiation ritual.... You know..... to mark Greg's eighteenth.” 

“Erom what the Sergeant tells me, you were doing that last night....or rather earlier this 
morning in the memorial gardens” Ted Stevenson’s tone was serious. “’..and this morning, | 
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was telephoned by the park’s gardener, to tell me of the defacing of the memorial statue. | 
think your marking of Gregory's coming of age, got a little out of hand!!” 

The boys looked at each other. It was when Bob Richards pulled out Justin’s wallet from his 
tunic pocket that they knew the game was up. “One of the young lads dropped this in the 
gardens in ‘is rush to get away. | don’t suppose you recognises it, Master Justin?” 

“| don’t think you need to say anything. The trail of damage in the village, you boys did last 
night has caused enough waste of time. Super-glue in the door locks of the public toilets. 
Street signs changed and finally, as far as | know, letting down the tyres on Sergeant 
Richard’s Police car. | think we can bring the marking of Gregory's birthday to a ve 
different ending! The Sergeant and | don’t wish to prolong the matter by making it official. 
We have decided to mark the occasion in a very traditional way. In a way you will never 


forget!” Cdr. Stevenson brought out the punishment rattan cane from behind his back and 
started to flex it. ; 


The sight of the lethal looking 
forty inch long %” thick cane, 
made the boys gulp. 

Justin pleaded with his father. 
“Dad...it was all my fault. The 
whole thing was my idea..... 
We got pissed....sorry...drunk! 
If any one is to be punished, it 
should be me. The other guys 
just got dragged in on the idea!” 
“No, Justin! We can’t let you 
take all the blame!” His father 
was surprised to hear this from 
Greg, who was still rubbing his 
bum cheeks from the playful 
spanking. “We ll _— did 
something, | did most of the 
dares!” 

“| have made a number of calls 
this morning and all of your 
parents are in agreement that 
you should be punished and 
that it should be in the nature of 
a short, very sharp shock. | am, 
therefore going to give you all a 
caning. : 
Let us hope thai uils will be the last time such a punishment will be required. You will go into 
the gymnasium and bring out the old vaulting horse.” 

Very subdued, the six young men went through to the old gym. At the far end there was an. 
old vaulting box with rough leather top and behind it stood the vaulting horse. They pulled it 
out to the middle of the gym. 

“That will do just .:.ere!” Cdr. Stevenson was being very calm, although he was seething with 
anger and somewhat nervous, for it had been at least six or seven years since he had last 
given a thrashing. That was to an eighteen year old cadet at the naval college, where he 
was Principal. The last time that the rattan had been used for its lethal purpose. The cadet 
had taken fifteen strokes on his bare backside and had spent the next two weeks sleeping 


An eighteen 
year old did 
not expect to 
have his arse 
thrashed so 
severely... 
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on his front and sitting down with great difficulty. He would be no less severe in his treatment 
of the young friends of his son. 

All six of the guys were wearing shorts and T-shirts or vests. They were all athletically built. 
Jamie and Simon were in the college swimming team and Alan and Stephen, together with 
Greg, were members of the Rugby and rowing teams. Justin had developed his physique 
through Squash and cycling. This was the early eighties, before shorts became the larger, 
looser generously cut garments, close fitting and in stretch material, the young friends’ 
shorts fitted their backsides like a second skin. As they were wearing only jockstraps under 
their shorts, little protection would be afforded against the strokes of the cane. 

“You can either witness all the punishments, or you can wait in the changing room until it is 
your turn. It’s your choice. Once you have taken your strokes, you will stay in the gym.” The 
Commander had just one more thing to say. “Justin will receive his punishment last of all.” 
The boys decided to wait in the small room before their ordeal. Justin was feeling sick and 
his sexual arousal at the thought of having his backside thrashed did not help his 
embarrassment. Caning was something they had been used to at their boarding school, but 
it had been three or four years since any of them had taken anything other than a spanking 
from one of their prefects or sports captains, for losing a game or a scoring an own goal. 
Nervously they waited for the canings to begin. Simon was the first to be called into the gym. 
He was tall, broad shouldered and had a very pert muscular backside. 

Through the closed door, they could hear the squeak of his shoes.as he walked to the box in 
the centre of the gym. The muffled voice of Sgt. Bob could be heard telling Simon to “Right 
lad! Pull your shorts down and bend over the ’orse.” 

“Christ! He’s getting it bare arse!” Alan bit his lip in anticipation. His palms were sweating as 
he nervously massaged his growing erection, and wiped his hands on the seat of his shorts. 
They all fell silent, awaiting the ominous sound of the cane cutting through the air before the 
loud thwacking sound as the painful first stroke fell. A stifled cry of pain could be heard, as 
the third stroke fell. After six strokes, there was a pause. “Only six! Well that’s a relief’ 
Stephen had just said this when his name was called. He looked at his mates. They were all 
flushed with excitement and yet fearful of the caning that was inevitable. 

Stephen walked slowly towards the horse. He caught sight of Simon, who was tearfully 
standing facing the wall by the Sergeant. His shorts were on the floor. He stood, hands on 
head, his T shirt above his waist, allowing Steve to see the six deep red lines across his trim 
rounded arse cheeks. He wished he had not seen them! Very soon his backside would carry 
similar painful marks. He gulped at the sight of the cane in Justin's father’s hands. The horse 
was set a little high. He had to stand on tiptoe to bend over in the required position for taking 
his strokes. He had forgotten to take down his shorts and was suddenly aware of Sgt. Bob 
pulling them down to his ankles. He closed his eyes and gritted his teeth against the six 
strokes that came quickly and burnt a line of fiery pain across his bum cheeks. He did not 
cry out but could not stop his tears from both pain and shame. An eighteen year old did not 
expect to have his arse thrashed so severely, He tearfully joined Simon by the wall bars. 
Hands on head, throbbing sensation and a strange warmth making its way from his 
wounded backside to his groin, Simon stood with tears flowing down his cheeks, as he 
heard, first Alan, then Jamie and finally Greg, receive similar thrashings to his own. Alan had 
only grunted as the cane cut into his firm bum cheeks. Jamie cried out on his first stroke and 
had received two extra strokes for swearing and getting up during his flogging. Greg had 
wept and cried out freely as his caning continued relentlessly. 

Outside in the changing room, Justin had heard all that had gone on and was nearly wetting 
himself in fear of the flogging he would receive. Six strokes of that heavy rattan would be 
difficult take. His friends had bravely taken their six or in Alan’s case, eight of his father’s 
very best. Now it was his turn. 
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Without waiting to be called, he opened the doors of the gym and stood briefly on the 
threshold, allowing him to take in the scene. His five friends were standing hands on head, 
their backsides fiery red and carrying already bruising wheals on their rounded arse cheeks. 
The Sergeant was wiping down the cane with a cloth and his father, with rolled up sleeves, 
stood to one side of the leather topped gym horse. 

“Turn round and put on your shorts. | want you to see that | am going to punish Justin as 
severely as you have been chastised.” The five embarrassed young men quickly found and 
painfully pulled up their shorts. Clutching and rubbing their painful buttocks, they would 
witness Justin’s thrashing. 

“Justin! Assume the position to take your caning. Before you receive your caning, you will 
also receive six strokes from Sgt. Richards. If you are ready Sergeant?” 

“Yessir! I’m as ready as I'll ever be!” and with that he cut the cane through the air with that 
swishing sound which makes any schoolboy sick to his stomach. 

“Justin bent over the vaulting horse. His arms stretched over and grabbed hold of the 
polished wooden legs of the ancient horse. Through his mind flashed images of the 
numerous unfortunate youths, who had been in this position. His huge erection rubbed 
against the rough leather of the horse. His daydream was violently broken as a loud thwack 
accompanied the searing cutting pain as the first stroke landed on the crown of his buttocks. 
He let out a cry, which echoed around the gym. The second stroke landed right on the first, 


redoubling the pain and fiery hurt of the first stroke. Four more, ever harder strokes cut into. 
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his backside, from the top to the bottom, almost on the top of his thighs. He could hardly - 


catch his breath between strokes and tears were flowing down his cheeks. He looked up, 
and thinking it was over, he stood up and clutched the fire in his arse. He had forgotten that 
his father had yet to deliver his six of the best! 

“| believe we have yet to bring this matter to a close! Get back over the horse and take your 
punishment like a man. This is after all marking your entry into manhood.” Justin could not 
believe his ears. His backside was painful witness to the caning he had just received. His 
friends were similarly suffering and his own father, who had never raised a finger to him in 
the past, was now to give him further punishment and in front of his friends. He bent over the 
horse already weeping as the first of six heavy cuts of the cane cut across the six strokes 
from Bob Richards. Cdr. Stevenson was holding nothing back. If anything he was applying 
the strokes with more force, if that were possible! Each of the six strokes cut diagonally from 
the top to the bottom of his arse cheeks. Justin would not forget this for a long time. 

At last the ordeal was over. The six young friends tearfully shook hands with Sgt. Richards 
and Cdr. Stevenson. 

“| hope today will have taught you a lesson. You must behave like men and accept the 
responsibility for your actions. You could all have been up before me in court. | hope you 
appreciate that!” Cdr. Ted Stevenson turned and left the gymnasium. “After all this action, | 
really need that Irish whiskey!. Come on Sergeant. We'll leave these young men to reflect on 
the error of their ways.” 

“You never spoke a truer word Commander. | reckons they won't sit easy for a fortnight after 
that thrashin’ you gave them. Tis a pity you can’t do that no more in court! With that the two 
men left, leaving the friends to pull down their shorts and examine the commander's 
handiwork. Inevitably the cool air on hot buttocks and the painful touch of hands on their 
well-striped backsides, very soon brought a welcome relief of the sexual tension which had 
built up to bursting. 


The pain was now replaced by pleasure, as the guys showered. A cooling naked plunge in ~ 


the adjacent pool would cool the fires in their striped arses and help ease the sting in their 
tails. * 
Copyright Simon Caine MMI /2001 
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This is what happened to me when | received a late in life punishment spanking from my 
father which in fact was My Final Spanking...... 


i paused underneath the light on the porch and checked my watch, it was four in the 
morning! | suddenly remembered that | had promised my parents that I'd be home 
for supper which was at six or so, | was a little late for sure. Good thing that I'm 
almost twenty five years old, in my younger days Dad would have beaten my backside 
for a few months every Saturday for sure. 


| guess | should explain that last statement. You see, Dad hed nis system for my 
punishments that were always a spanking on my bare backside. I'd earn so many spankings 
for each period of time that | was late returning home from when i saic i'd be there or was 
told to be home, I'd also get spankings for poor grades on my report card. A's and B's were 
fine with Dad, spankings started to be doled out with anything from a C+ on down in 
increasing numbers according to the grade. For example, a C+ earned me one spanking, a 
C two spankings, a C- three and so on. A bad report would keep my behind sore for a very 
long time. 


| walked into the house and started for the stairs and then heard Dad clear his throat in the 
darkened living room. 

"Son," he said, "you're a bit late, aren't you?" 

"I'm sorry, time just slipped away from me. | was out with my buddies and just plain forgot to 
call, I'm sorry." Normally | would always call home if | was going to be out late but this time | 
just simply forgot to. 

Dad came into the dimly lit hall. "| was pretty worried about you," he said, "| was just about to 
start calling around to the hospitals in the area and nearly called the police to see if you had 
been arrested for some reason. | don't see why you couldn't have taken just a minute to call 
home to tell us that you'd be late then | could have gone to bed at a normal hour and not 
have had to stay up wondering where you were." 

| was stammering my apologies when Dad interrupted me. "! think that maybe a good 
spanking would remind you of your duties," he said, “what do you think?" 

| felt an instant stirring in my pants as my penis came suddenly erect, so hard it almost hurt. 
| had always had some kind of love/hate thing going on when it came to getting spanked, | 
hated how much it hurt for Dad's spankings were rather involved and long lasting but at the 
same time baring my bottom for punishment was a tremendous turn on for me, I'd get erect 
at just the mention of a spanking and stay that way all through the punishment with me still 
most of the time being firmly erect after the spanking was over with my balls aching from the 
need to cum. The few times that | wasn't hard after a spanking were because | had shot off 
during the spanking, something that Dad considered an ‘accident’. | really hated it when that 
happened for although the feeling of getting spanked while you are cumming is wonderful, 
the slaps you get after you are done just burn like anything, they fee: about a hundred times 
worse than normal slaps. The minute or so of pure pleasure of cumming was not balanced in 
the least by the sheer blazing agony of the spanking that happened after the fact for Dad 
never stopped my spankings until he was satisfied that | had been punished well. 

This time | think that if | had refused to take a spanking nothing more would have been said 
about it but | had made an agreement a long time ago with my parents that as long as | was 
living under their roof | was subject to their discipline which included spankings so | simply 
said, "Yes, Dad, maybe it would." We agreed that the punishment would take place the next 
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morning while Mum was at her hairdresser's appointment. She had gone to the hairdresser's 
every Saturday as long as | could remember, Dad driving her there because she didn't have 
a license, always at eleven in the morning and it always lasted a couple of hours. Dad and | 
had the house to ourselves at this time and it was most of the time used for spanking me. 


| had still been getting spanked all the way through college though not as often due to the 
fact | lived in digs. 


ie 


The problem was that results were always mailed to the house just before we had a break 
from school and there always seemed to be a subject or two that | had not done my best in 
which resulted in me getting a hiding or two, or sometimes more. Many times | had gone 
back to college with the marks of my latest spanking still visible on my rump that made for 
conversation in the showers. This led to some teasing but not as much as you might think, 
more than one of ihe guys showed signs of parental displeasure on their backsides after a 
break from school. It w2s just that it was the era in time when spankings were still used a lot 
for disciplining wayward or lazy boys. 


| woke up the next morning about eight or so with a raging erection. Okay, | did so normally 
but this time visiting the bathroom didn't take care of the problem. This always happens 
when | know that I'm going to be spanked. | got dressed and went downstairs to breakfast. 
The morning just dragged on and on, there is nothing worse than knowing that you are going 
to get a spanking and having to wait for it. | busied myself around the place until it was time 
for Dad to take Mum to her hairdresser's appointment. ; 
The time finally came and Mum headed out the door to the car. Dad paused at the doorway 
and said, "I'll be right back, son, get things ready." : 


ang 
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"Yes, Dad, will do," | said. He closed the door and | heard the car start up and back out of 
the drive. 

| went up to my bedroom and got the belt and cane and brought them downstairs. They 
hang in plain sight in my bedroom and all my friends know exactly what they are used for, 
hell, they mostly have something similar hanging on their own walls! Boys just got spanked a 
lot back in those days and most fathers seemed to find it amusing to have the implements of 
their punishment hanging where all can see. | went back downstairs to the living room and 
placed the belt and cane on the coffee table and pulled the heavy straight chair from the wall 
and put it in the centre of the room. | then lowered my trousers and briefs to below my knees 
to await Dad's homecoming. This was all part of the ritual and it had gone on as long as | 
can remember. My hard-on was usual as well and had also been part of the ritual forever 
though | had a lot more to show than back when | was little and was in the same state, it 
caused no comment from Dad at all. 

Dad got home in about ten minutes and locked the door once he had entered the house, this 
was private time between him and me. He sat in the chair and without a word | lowered 
myself over his knees, tucking my stiff penis down so it draped outside his right thigh. He got 
me positioned properly to present my bottom well for the punishment it was about to get and 
the spanking started. 

There was never any big conversation between us during a spanking, we both knew why | 
was in this position. Dad had pushed my T-shirt up underneath my arms as | lay down so | 
was for all intents and purposes naked between my armpits and knees. He took a firm grip 
around my chest with his left arm and started to slap my naked arse cheeks with his strong 
right hand. 

Now at age twenty four almost twenty five a hand spanking is not enough to make me cry 
but boy, doesn't it smart! Dad doesn't spank really hard, he wants to make my bum sting, not 
bruise a lot, but he spanks a lot. | was over his knees for a good fifteen minutes of steady 
slapping of his hand which got my bottom pretty hot all over, buttocks, hips and all, every 
place that he could reach in my laying down position. A single slap of a hand on a bare 
bottom doesn't hurt a lot but the results are cumulative and many, many blows all over a 
guy's behind add up to a pretty sore bottom. 

After the hand part of the spanking was over Dad let me get up to prepare for the second 
part. | slipped my trousers and underwear off from where they had been kicked to my ankles 
during my spanking, | do tend to kick a bit when Dad smacks a tender spot. This time, as he 
sometimes does, he had me take my shirt off as well so | was stark naked for the second 
phase. 

| moved over a bit in the living room and knelt down on the carpet, head touching the floor 
and my bottom up and legs spread as wide as possible. This was to expose the previously 
unspanked areas of my bottom for his attention but they didn't stay unspanked for very long. 
Dad picked up the belt and doubled it over and walked to my left side and began to change 
the colour of my crack to match the rest of my arse. Dad's belt is about an inch and a half 
wide and very supple, almost tailor made to spank a boy's crack and arsehole and spank 
both he did, many, many times. Getting your arsehole whipped with a belt hurts like fury but 
at the same time it sent sensations through my crotch making me drool out pre-cum in a 
silvery stream to the floor out of my stiff penis. The feelings in my balls and cock almost 
cancelled out the fiery pain of getting my arse hole slapped. | was sobbing a bit by the time 
this part of the spanking had gone on for a while. Dad put the belt back on the table and 
picked up the cane. | new the ritual and immediately bent myself over the back of the chair 
and the caning started. 

Dad would pretty much confine his strokes with the cane to my lower buttocks, say from my 
arsehole down, that area of me that connected with the chair when | would sit and boy, didn't 
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he cane that area sore! No heavy beating, just constant strokes of the cane again and again 
while blisters formed on my sore backside. This is the phase of a beating when | start crying 
in earnest and this time, even at my advanced age, was no different. It is also the part of the 
beating that | tend to cum but not this time, | just stayed bent over while Dad caned my lower 
buttocks raw and sore. He made sure he got that special spot where your buttocks meets 
your legs an awful lot, making sort of an upward stroke to insure getting the underside of that 
sensitive area very sore indeed to make me darn sure to remember this beating every time | 
sat down. Once my entire lower bottom was blistered and sore he let me get up. 

"Son," he said, "| hope that this is the last time we have to do this, both of us are getting too 
old for this kind of stuff." He left the room to give me time to finish crying and put the stuff 
away before Mum got home. That was always part of my duties when it came to spankings, 
too. | put the chair back and picked up my clothing and the tools, pausing to wipe the pre- 
cum from the carpet with the cuff of my pants, and then headed upstairs to my room, still 
naked. | put the tools back on their hooks and then took myself in hand and took care of my 
erection, spewing long and hard all over the floor of my bedroom. | cleaned up the floor of 
the cum spots and got into bed with just a sheet covering my sore, red backside and fell 
asleep. 

That was the last spanking that | ever got from Dad but somehow | missed those father/son 
sessions in the living room while Mum was getting her hair done. | almost asked him a few 
times to spank me like he used to all the time but never got up the courage to do so, | have a 
feeling that he liked to spank me as much as | sort of liked getting spanked, why else the 
elaborate routine every time he did spank me? Either one of the tools would have had my 
arse on fire very well indeed if just punishment was the goal of the exercise. Actually getting 
caned or strapped hurts a lot more if done on an backside that hadn't been previously 
‘warmed up’ by hand. | don't think that he hurt me just for the enjoyment of hurting me, he 
was a great person when he wasn't spanking me. | do think that he got some kind of a kick 
out of seeing my snowy white behind turn pink and then red as he slapped-and slapped it 
with his hand, the rest of the routine was just to make darn sure that | felt it for a while. Even 
when he slapped my crack and arsehole with the belt | think he was just turning white skin 
red and using the best tool for the purpose, the belt fit into my crack a lot better than his 
hand would. 

| guess that | will never know what motivated him to get so elaborate with my spankings, | 
just never got up the gumption to ask him. 
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Dear Dr. Stern, 


I can’t believe I’m writing this. I’ve read your 
page in the magazine for month after month 
and whilst I’ve always found your comments 
highly amusing, I’ve never felt inclined to 
write in with some query or other. Still, here 1 
AM, SO... 


Tell me about tying guts up to thrash them 
Doctor. I have tied guys to the four corners of 
my bed before now, for either sex or to tan 
their arses, but I know there are many, many 
ways to “secure” a victim. Why not tell us a 
few real gooduns ? 


Dr Stern replies; 


A few points young man (I assume you are a 
young man from the highly irreverent tone 
you adopt in your letter); 


Whilst I am delighted that you find my 
contributions to the magazine highly 
readable, I am less thrilled that you find me 
or what I have to say amusing. Corporal 
Punishment in all its forms is not a laughing 
matter, it involves the ritual infliction of a 
measured degree of pain to the buttocks of 
the receiver. It should therefore always be 
taken seriously. Certainly my advice and 
other musings are intended to inform, to 
assist, to stimulate even, but amuse? - no. 
Secondly, as you are probably aware, my 
experience of administering CP is in the 
area of unruly schoolboy meets irate 
Headmaster and supple cane, or rude, lazy, 
careless individual goes over knee, desk or 
gym horse to atone for his offence under an 
expertly applied dose of hand, strap, paddle, 
slipper, cane or birch. 
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_ Letterbox — 


Ee Wada 


Whilst it is true that particularly when 
birching I resort to restraining the receiver 
for his own safety, and to remove the option 
of leaping out of the firing line of course, I do 
not indulge in the type of tying-up, bondage 
and so on that I think you are referring to. I 
leave that to those with slightly different 
tastes. 

I can tell you that an old fashioned thin rope 
washing line is perhaps the cheapest way of 
providing yourself with an effective means of 
securing your’ thrashee. Cut into four 
lengths about three feet each, this line ties 
very securely, never slipping provided you 
use a sensible knot (a simple knot done twice 
works just as well as any of the fancy scout 
or seafarers knots). Things to watch out for 
are not so tight that circulation is 
jeopardised and perhaps have a_ sharp 
penknife close at hand just in case of an 
emergency. (If there is a fire, an unexpected 
arrival at the house etc you may want to cut 
your boy loose much faster than untying 
eight or more knots will allow. 


There is a case for tying just the hands if a 
serious spanking is intended. Tie them in 
front of the boy so that when spanking starts 
to be felt he cannot interrupt it by getting his 
hands in your way. I always secure/tie a boy 
down when birching and often when caning 
severely, particularly if the taker is not used 
to such punishment. If he is, he can normally 
be expected to restrain himself, or at least 
submissively return to the position required 
of him even if he has jumped about as the 
previous stroke did its work on his backside. 


When securing a person I have always, always made it 
known to them in advance what the sentence is to be, 
how many strokes they must endure. Even when this is 
a considerable number and it comes as very bad news to 
their ears, at least it reduces the risk of panic setting in 
as they have a clear knowledge of exactly when their 
punishment will be over. This seems to help many 
jittery takers to settle down and cope with both the 

allocated strokes and the extra vulnerability of being 
secured, 


On last thing, if a taker of any form of punishment 
refuses to be secured (except in “real life” situations such 
as prison , borstal or judicial floggings where consent is 
neither sought or necessary) I think the punisher should 
accept that decision. The same punishment can then 
either be given without restraint, or alternatives such as 
being held down by an assistant (or Prefect if enacting a 
school punishment) can be offered. 


I take no additional pleasure from seeing the young man 
I am soon to thrash being secured, it is simply a matter 
of sometimes being the sensible way to give the 
punishment, either because it is hard to ensure accuracy 
without (as in the case of a birching) or because the 
particular individual is unusually incapable of staying 
down or accepting his fate unless restraint is resorted 
to.Many of course enjoy the process of securing their 
taker and obtain great pleasure from ensuring that his 
every movement is carefully prevented by a complicated 
and deliberately time-consuming arrangement of ropes, 
cuffs, leather binding straps and so on. Nothing wrong 
with that at all, it is a type of punishment scenario 
employed by and enjoyed by many . It is simply not my 
way. 

Here are examples of both my type of restraint & that of 


the “bondage before beating brigade” 
Dr. Stern 


The Best of Times, The Worst Of Times 


The author of the Sharpe novels, Bernard Cornwell, 57 was raised by members of a 
religious sect. He recalls in The Sunday Times a repressive, violent childhood and the 
he moment when he finally renounced God. 

| was adopted by a family that belonged to a strange religious sect called the Peculiar 
People. The Peculiars were fundamentalist evangelical, and exceedingly strict. They 
took their name from a Deuteronomy verse, which said, “! will make thee unto me a 
peculiar people,” and the requirements of the religion were to be separate from the 
world, and therefore to eschew what the rest of us would count as pleasures. And 
what that boiled down to was that they disapproved of cosmetics, smoking, drinking, 
television, theatre, even concerts — you name it. It was the original fun-prevention 
league. | was born in 1944. My mother’s name was Comwell, Dorothy Cornwell. She 
had had an affair with a Canadian flying officer - her husband, | assume, was abroad 
fighting - and | was the result. But she already had children, so | was put up for 
adoption when | was weeks, if not days, old; and my adoptive mother was the matron 
of the children's home where | had landed. In fact, she and her husband adopted five 
of us altogether, four from the 


n ...all the home, although | don’t know 
.. < where the fifth one came from. 
rs Y 2 ~ while I | suspect that my stepfather 


adopted us because he 
wanted to save our souls, and 
Marjorie, my stepmother, 
wanted to always have babies 
around. | also suspect that 
nowadays they wouldn't be 
allowed anywhere near an 
adoption process. It wasn't 
that they were religious which 
would disbar them, but the 
fact that it was a dysfunctional 
marriage: they were a very 
unhappy couple, and there 
were huge fights and rows. It 
was a mentally angry and 
violent household. | was never 
very fond of my stepmother; 
my feeling is that she was a 
cruel woman. She made my 
father inflict discipline, which 
included beatings that would 
have him put in jail today. The 
serious beatings were very 
ritualistic. You'd be told to go 
to your bedroom, take your 

clothes off and put them 
outside the door, and you would then be locked in and left there all day knowing what 
was going to happen. At 6 o'clock in the evening, my father would come in. and pray 
over you: he’s 6ft 4in, you're naked, and he's got this bamboo stick from the garden. 
Then the sh** would be beaten out of you, and all the while | would be begging for it 
not to happen. There's blood on your back, bum and legs, and | remember the cane 


would be 
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_Splintering on the walls on one occasion, because he had just sort of lost it. There was 
then a very formal process, when prayers would be said again, you'd be forgiven by 
the Lord, and the slate wiped clean. The third time was the worst. There was blood 
everywhere. The doctor was fetched, and must have said something, because it never 
happened again. But | think my father felt he was doing it for the best, spare the rod 
and spoil the child and all that. At heart he was a kind man. It's just he was persecuted 
by this religion, and it warped him. | remember one winter evening, the curtains in his 
study were open a chink, and | could see him at his desk. He didn’t know | was 
watching. He was praying, and thrashing around in paroxysms, beating his fists in the 
air, rocking backwards and forwards in his chair, praying and praying and praying, 
trying to get through to God. And | thought if you can’t get through to God easily, how 
the hell do you expect me to? The barrier between us was always the religion. He 
knew | was not religious, which gave him great grief. Religion was everything to him, 
and he died - just last year - with the Bible in his hand. He died believing he was going 
to heaven, and would be with Jesus. That's terrific. I'm pleased for him. But he also 
died knowing that I, to his way of thinking, was going to hell because | was not saved, 
and that gave him great unhappiness. Throughout my childhood, | was always 
conscious of the burden of sin and the necessity of being born again and saved. We 
were taught that day in, day out. The passage of the Bible that most resonates is: “Be 
sure your sin will find you out” - it was even written up over the door in the hall. But | 
could never really understand all that. The notion of conversion - giving your heart to 
Jesus - seemed to me incapable of definition, because it is so subjective. It was 
described in the vaguest terms, which nevertheless invested the process with 
extraordinary potency: you would know when you were born again, you were told, 
because you would have these great feelings of cairn and happiness as well as 
eternal life, and you would feel the presence of Christ. But somehow | never did. | can 
remember at college waking up one morning and thinking, it's all rubbish, there is no 
God. And at that point, when | utterly rejected all religion, | suddenly felt the calm 
happiness they'd promised me. And it seems hugely ironic that | felt my greatest 
happiness in rejecting rather than embracing the religion. | hated the Peculiar People 
with an absolute passion, and | think it had a terrible distorting effect on my life. For a 
long rime | blamed any ill fortune on the fact that | had been adopted by them - which 
is stupid, you must take responsibility for your own actions in life. But in some ways 
my whole life has been a conscious rejection of the Peculiars. | drink, | smoked, | went 
to work in television.- and they disapproved of television almost more than anything - 
and | ended up writing books about soldiers, of whom my father disapproved because 
during the war he had been a conscientious ec The Peculiar People have died 

i : out now. The church 
we'd gone to in Leigh- 

on-Sea has become a 
video store. I've still got 
the Peculiar People 
hymnbook, it’s the only 
memento of childhood 
I've kept; they are 
strange hymns, there’s 
one with 36 verses. It's 
not something | 
frequently get out and 
look at, but it’s there on 
the shelf. 


AE Services 


Offer a full range of equipment for the 
CP enthusiast. You'll be amazed at the 
range of stock we Carry. 


So send for an 
illustrated catalogue. 
Or visit us online at 
www. aeservices.cwc.net 


10 A, Rushton Crescent 
Bournemouth, “ peo 
Dorset BH3 7AF. London WCIN 3XX 


The Best Canes In The World 


Tall, cropped, muscular 
goodlooking ex-Public 
school prefect, 30’s, 


gives/takes traditional 
Send SAE to John Gray, discipline. 


PO Box 5466 J 
Close NEC/Airport/M6/M42 
Leicester LES 1ZQ. Call 0794 122 7048 


JASON JUNIOR 
Specialist Mail Order 
Canes, Tawses, Paddles, Whips 
and a full range of fantasy goods and sex toys. 
Write or phone for a free 60 page catalogue. 
Jason Junior 
15, Woodlands Road, 
Saltiey, Birmingham B8 3AG 


Freephone 0800 9805469 


From The Study 


Fes White was leaning over the table in the Staff Common Room at the Bledisloe 
College. He was a lean fit man in his mid thirties and held the position as Head of 
Physical Education. Ten years earlier he would have been allowed to cane students 
that had misbehaved in the gym, but after the act had come into force in 1989, that 
was no longer an option. He was telling anyone that would listen about a student 
called John Nolan. 


"This kid Nolan was in the shower after gym just before lunch, and was his backside beaten 
raw.” 

Bert Nelson, Head of Social Studies looked up with a grin, "Hell Fred, | suppose you belted 
the kid with your plimsole." 

"No way. | don't dare touch the little so and so’'s. I'm not going to court to argue over an 
assault charge. But | do know who did it." 

"Who"? 

"His father. | met his father at the club last night. He was a prefect at my school, and | 
mentioned that | had been having discipline problems with his son and a couple of his 
friends." Having gained the attention of the three teachers that were in the room, he went on. 
"Dave Nolan was a cracker of cricketer at school, captain of the first eleven, had a very 
straight eye as | remember. Anyway He said that he would deal with the boy by taking the 
belt to him, and that apparently is what he has done. There wasn't a peep out of master 
Nolan today in gym. | sometimes wish that | could tickle a boy’s rump like | used to get at 
school. Hell it never did me any harm. 

"It never did you much good either," fired back Ben Stroud, Head of Languages. 

"Fred, you said that you would tell us about your schooldays at that school that you are 
always talking about." 

“Do you want to hear about it too Bert?" 

"May as well there is nothing much else to talk about at the moment.” 

"Ok then. Well | joined the school at twelve and half years old in the third form. Even as a 
day boy | came under the same regime as the boarders from 8.30am until 4pm, and then | 
could go out from the gates and go home." 

"| guess that | had been there about a month before | was reported to the Housemaster for 
my first caning. | got two strokes for not completing my homework properly. Then about a 
week later | was awarded a double detention for fighting. At that time | didn't know that a 
double detention meant that you got an automatic caning from the Head Boy, who just 
happened to be Nolan Snr." 

"What happened?” 

"The day after | got the double detention | was approached by one of the prefects and was 
told to report to Nolan's study before assembly. So | made my way there thinking along the 
way that Nolan would lecture me for fighting and then tell me what impositions | had to do for 
the two detentions. | got to his study and knocked at the door. He told me to come in............ . 
"White, Frederick John, you are a disgrace to the school. We don't stand for fighting unless it 
is supervised in the ring, nor the language that you were using.” 

"Sorry Nolan." 

“Being sorry wont cut it. You are to report to me here at 3.35pm in your gym kit. That means 
no underpants. You may wear a jock strap if you have one, otherwise just your singlet, 
shorts, socks and gym shoes. Do you understand?" 

"Yes Nolan, but | am to go to detention twice for fighting." 
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"| know that, you also get punished by me as a deterrent not to break the more serious rules. 
| am told that you completely lost your temper. To teach you to modify your behaviour we 
have a well-tried method which is most effective. It's called ‘six of the best.’ Now get to 
ROOT ss cccsicescecssnscaavtecs 

iadbzansalvanes "Lleft the study in a quandry, dreading the time that | would have to report. The 
two strokes | got from the Housemaster the previous week had hurt enough, and now | was 
to get six." 

“The build up while you had to wait all day must have been terrible," said Ben. 

"Yes it was. Of course | now realize that that is part of the punishment. The waiting.” 

"So there were psychologists around in those days, Fred?" asked Bert Nelson 

“| suppose so. A master could whack us in class, but usually if the housemaster or the head 
did it, it was after school. And also in the case when the Headboy whacked you. Anyway, 
back to the story.” 

"Luckily for me gym was the last period of the day that day, so after my shower | made my 
way to Nolan's study. Once there | knocked on the door. | don't mind telling you my knees 
were like jelly and | was just about ready to fill my pants with smelly stuff. Nolan called come 
in, and | opened the door and went into his room.................. “Ah White, wait a moment." 
"Yes Nolan." | stood there with my eyes on the cane that was lying on his desk. He finished 
doing what he was doing and looked at me. "You knew it was against the rules to fight?" 
"Yes Nolan.” 

"Is that all you're going to say?” 

"Y....yes Nolan." 

"God | hate parrots. All they say is yes Nolan no Nolan. At least you admit that you knew 
there is a rule against fighting. Do you have anything else you want to say before | punish 
you?" 

"No Nolan." 

“Very well. You are a plucky young fellow. | admire you because you haven't tried to blame 
someone else and you are ready to accept what ever | dish out. This morning | promised 
you six of the best, and that is what you will get if you are before me again for fighting. 
However | have made a few inquiries and found that you were provoked. The boy who 
provoked you will also be punished. So instead of six strokes you will get four. We will wait 
for Master Blackwood to join us." 

Mark Blackwood was the boy who provoked the fight. | hadn't told Nolan why | had been 
fighting, but apparently Blackwood had been overheard boasting to one of his friends how | 
had been dragged off while he had got away after causing the fight. There was a knock on 
the door and Blair Wallace one of the prefects came into the room with Mark. 

"Here he is Nolan. He is already in his gym kit. | supervised to make sure he didn't put on 
underpants.” 

"Thanks Wallace. Blackwood, stand over by the wall with your hands on your head. Now 
White | want you to bend over and touch your toes. Keep your legs together and straight. If 
you try to stand up or cover your bum while you are getting whacked, you will get extra. Do 
you understand.” 

"Yes Nolan.” | bent over as instructed and waited. | felt the cane tapping against my bum 
lightly and at the edge of my vision | saw Nolan adjust his stance a little. Then there was a 
loud swishing followed by a crack. At first nothing and then hot pain radiating from the line 
where the cane had landed.” 

“Fred, you are not the only one here to be caned,” said Ben. “I got it a couple of times myself 
you know." 

“That's nice to know Ben. Why are you so against whacking?” 
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“Well at my school we had a sadistic bugger that enjoyed laying into us for whatever excuse 
he could dream up. Some of the kids in my class got caned at least once a week. It certainly 
didn't make them better boys. They just kept on misbehaving and disrupting the classes. In 
fact it became a status thing. They used to put notches on their belts to show how many 
strokes they had. One guy had notches halfway around his belt by the end of the first term.” 
"| guess that is where whacking doesn't work then. But, at my school when you were caned, 
which wasn't often, you knew you were caned. They caned to hurt. Any way....there | was 
bent over waiting for the second hit. | seemed to wait for ages, though | guess it would have 
been ten to fifteen seconds, then the second stroke landed just under the first. The third and 
the fourth landed just above the crease. | was about to stand after the last stroke when | 
remembered to stay down until | was told to stand up. | must have waited another 15 
seconds or so when Nolan told me to stand. 

"Right White you may stand." 

| stood up trying to hide the tears in my eyes, rather proud that | hadn't cried out. My 
backside was in agony. The two strokes from the housemaster the week before were a 
picnic to what | had just been through. | reached around behind me to rub my burning bum. 
"White, well done. Stand by the wall with your hands on your head. Blackwood come over 
here." When Blackwood was standing alongside Nolan, Nolan went on, “You are a disgrace 
to the school. You are a year ahead of White, taller and heavier. So | suspect you were 
bullying. However | cannot prove that you were doing so. Do you have anything to say.” 
"Nolan he made some smart remark and | wasn't going to let him get away with it.” 
"Blackwood, you absolutely disgust me. You were overheard boasting how you had picked a 
fight with White and had gotten away with it, so that makes you a liar. | have good mind to 
report you to the Head and that means an automatic twelve stroke caning, which is what you 
deserve." Blackwood's tanned complexion paled significantly. "However | will punish you 
myself. You will receive six of the very best that | can give you. Bend over.” 

Mark Blackwood bent over with his hands on his knees. 

"You are not going to get away with that. Bend right down touching your toes, or better still 
grab your ankles. If | see a hand leave your ankles, | will stop the caning and report you to 
the Headmaster and you will have to face the consequences. Do you understand 
Blackwood?" 

"Yes Nolan.” 

"Well Nolan laid into that backside as though he was trying to slice right through it. The cane 
practically disappeared into Blackwood’s bum at each stroke and after the third stroke, 
Blackwood yelled each time. He just about let go of his ankles after the fifth stroke, but 
grabbed tighter just in time. Fifteen seconds after the sixth Blackwood was told to stand and 
we were both told not to fight again, and were dismissed.” 

“And that is why you think that the cane is the answer to your problems,” asked Bert 

“No, if you use it carefully and as a last resort, after trying other methods such as 100 
pushups or a five mile run, then | think yes, it may have its place." 

"Were you caned again," asked Ben Stroud. 

"Yes several times and once by the Headmaster, an eight stroke for forgetting to be a 
sportsman when | was in the fourth form. | got a bit carried away in a rugby match and threw 
a punch which unfortunately for me was seen by the ref, and | was sent off.” 

"Whatever made you become a PhysEd teacher?” 

"Actually | have a degree just about as good as yours Bert, but | have always liked sports 
and so | decided that | would do something positive about it.” 

"Look guys | hate to spoil the party, but I've got to go or my wife will throw out dinner and I'll 
starve," said Ben. 

"Yes | better go too," said Bert, “still got a ton of marking to do.....”. 
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“Swish of the Day” 


To compliment our long-standing “First Experiences” feature we have invited 
readers to share their present day CP adventures. The second is from Mark a 
reader from Manchester. Let us know about a special, unusual or 
outstanding CP encounter you have had recently 


RREKKKRRKEK 


1 know | was in the wrong; | shouldn't have done it, it's just not my style. Now here | 
was taking my well-deserved punishment. Let me explain from the beginning. 


y name's Mark and I'm 27. I'm at that age where the whole world's still at my feet 

and that's what's got me into trouble this time. You see, | have a boyfriend 
Richard who's 29. We met in a gay bar in Manchester two years ago, so as you can 
see, things are pretty serious between us. Richard's more serious than I, it's just his 
nature, less outgoing, more centred, but a bloody good lover! I've always been a bit 
wild. | like the parties, the discos, late nights etc. 
Two nights ago, Friday night, | phoned Richard up and suggested we go out to a new club 
that had opened on Canal Street in Manchester. Richard being his usual mature self said 
he'd prefer a quiet night in, a bottle of wine and a good film. Well, we argued a bit, | saw red 
because | really wanted to have a night out (a rare occasion), but Richard wouldn't give in. 
So, in a fit of temper, | shouted, "Fine, I'll go by myself, you never know, | might even find 
someone there who's got a life!”, and slammed down the phone. | knew | had no intention of 
pulling anyone, but | did intend to have a good time despite the feeling of guilt in the pit of 
my stomach. | hated arguing. 
| arrived at the club about 9.30 pm, got a drink and made my way to the dance floor. | love 
dancing and | flatter myself I'm quite good at it, so why not? Anyway, the guy | was dancing 
next to caught my eye. | don't know what it was about him, whether it was his shiny brown 
hair, his beautiful blue eyes or his sweet smile, but | started to get turned on. Before | knew 
where | was, I'd approached him and engaged him in conversation. Where did he come 
from, did he like the new gay club, what music did he like, did he have a boyfriend. One part 
of me couldn't believe | was doing this behind my boyfriend's back, it was shouting STOP, 
this is wrong. But my rebellious streak got the better of me and before long | was giving him 
the full lip treatment. Then | opened my eyes. 
Horror. Richard was standing just beyond my new "lover", staring at us. The combined look 
of shock, anger and deep hurt upon his face was one | shall never forget. | was glad Richard 
wasn't the type of bloke to start a fight with this other guy. After all, it was me he should be 
angry at. But Richard just turned and walked away, tears welling in his eyes. He had 
obviously felt so guilty about our confrontation earlier that he had doled himself up and come 
to find me. 
| turned and followed him, trying desperately to keep up with his swift pace. | was trying to 
sweet talk him, tell him it meant nothing, tell him | love him, that I'd do anything to gloss over 
this failure on my part. And then he turned on me sharply. "How could you do this to me", he 
asked. "| thought we meant more to each other than this. If this is going to be how you act 
every time | say no, | don't think we have a future. We'd best move on, Mark. Goodbye”. | felt 
gutted. This wasn't meant to happen, I'd been stupid, tempted by lust totally unlike the love | 
felt for Richard and | was damn sure | wasn't going to loose him over this. "I'm truly sorry 
Richard”, | started. "It was idiotic and insensitive of me to pick up the first guy who crossed 
my path. Can you ever forgive me? I'll take whatever punishment you want to give me, but 
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please say you'll give it another go”. I'd added this last bit, because | knew how much 
Richard was secretly into this spanking thing. It didn't honestly do a lot for me, but we had 
often talked about Richard's personal fantasies. | knew this wasn't going to do my arse a lot 
of good, but | suggested, "Why don't you give me a good old-fashioned spanking”. Richard 
looked thoughtful for a moment before replying, “Yes you were stupid, yes you were 
insensitive and you have hurt me more than | can explain. But yes, | will spank you, hard, 
and then we will try and put this behind us. I'm too angry to do it now, | don't believe in 
spanking when you're seeing red, but come over to my place on Sunday evening, 6 pm 
sharp. 1 minute late will equal 5 extra strokes, understood?” "Yes Richard", | replied, 
humbly. “And you better start calling me sir from now on", he said. “Yes sir" | felt so 
humiliated having to call him sir, submitting to a punishment and | had a feeling | was going 
to regret suggesting this method of reconciliation. But that very small sensible part of me told 
me that | deserved everything | was going to get on Sunday. | hate being sensible! 

The period between Friday night and Sunday evening passed very quickly, as is usual when 
you don't want something to happen! Sunday evening | drove to Richard's house and rang 
on the door, full of trepidation. Richard beckoned me in and told me to go into the living room 
and sit down. He was obviously going to lecture me first. Finally he came in. Looking 
meaningfully at me, he started, “What you did to me was wrong, hurtful and thoughtless. | 
am going to spank you now with three implements". He walked over and took out of the 
cupboard a broad leather belt and a cane. “The third implement will be a switch, which you 
will cut yourself from the garden when I'm finished belting and caning you". Strangely, just 
hearing him talk in this authoritative tone about my imminent fate was turning me on. | could 
feel my cock stiffen in my jeans. He ordered me to kneel up on the sofa and proceeded to 
untie my shoes and remove them. Next he fumbled at my belt and released it before 
unzipping my jeans and stripping them off me. For a moment | thought he might allow me 
my pants as protection, but it was sadly not to be, as he slowly removed them. Lastly he 
peeled off each of my socks revealing my tender bare feet and leaving my lower body 
naked. Positioning my body with my arse as high as possible, he told me, "I'm going to give 
you forty strokes of the belt and if you move your legs once or make an unacceptable 
amount of noise, you will get extra strokes. You already have ten extras strokes for being 
two minutes late. Extras will come at the end. You ready?" "Yes sir", | replied, although | 
doubted | was ready! The first stroke landed dead centre across both cheeks. | couldn't 
believe the excruciating pain from just one stroke. The second stroke was no better; | 
couldn't help but kick my legs | oe 

(extra strokes). As each stroke 
rained down on my naked 
buttocks, the pain worsened 
and the urge to cry out became 
stronger. On the 25th stroke, | 
could take no more, | started to 
moan (yet more extra strokes). 
Finally the belt ordeal came to 
an end. Richard obviously 
knew no mercy though, as he 
proceeded to fetch the cane 
and starting swishing it in the , 
air. "I'm going to give you ee i : i 
Sheen shclas of be conn and Take aim with the senior cane 
you will count each one, thank 
me and call me _- sir, 
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understood?" "Yes sir", | replied. “Get your buttocks up", he ordered. | repositioned myself 
with my bottom higher. It was so humiliating being ordered about by my boyfriend. Swish 
CRACK. "One sir, thank you, sir’, | managed to get out, even though the pain was almost 
intolerable. Swish CRACK "Two sir, thank you, sir’. Swish CRACK "Three sir, thank you, 
sir". The pain in my buttocks was like nothing I'd ever experienced. I'd been spanked by my 
parents by hand on my trousered bottom, but never anything on this scale. Swish CRACK 
“Four sir, thank you, sir’ Somehow | managed to survive those fifteen strokes, only crying 
out and shuffling towards the end, but | have no idea how. It came as a blessed relief, 
therefore, when Richard instructed me to go into the garden and cut a switch from the large 
tree. | went to put my clothes on again, but Richard stopped me. “No”, he said, "you will go 
out there bare-arsed". So | went, looking nervously about me to see if the neighbours were 
looking and wincing as the gravel on Richard's path cut into my soft bare feet. | cut a longish 
strong-looking switch and brought it inside to Richard. 

“Get back on the sofa", he ordered. “For your last punishment before we get to the extras 
(as if | could forget!), I'm going to give you twelve with the switch". Richard's aim was 
perfect. Somehow he seemed to aim each stroke so that it not only spread the pain equally 
over each cheek, but he also managed to work top to bottom, finding a fresh spot each time. 
Somehow, | think he must have been practising. As the last strokes were delivered, | knew | 
had survived, though tears were silently rolling down my cheeks. Then, however, | 
remembered the extra strokes for lateness, moving my legs about and calling out. | 
wondered how these were to be administered and what the final total was. | didn't think | 
could take any more on my arse and started to plead with Richard, sounding increasingly 
like a recalcitrant schoolboy. “Please Richard. | don't think my bottom can take any more. 
i've learned my lesson. Can't we just forget these extra strokes"? "No", came the stern reply. 
"You know you deserve everything you get. But | will come to a compromise. You have 
earned forty-five extra strokes, which | was going to give with a combination of cane and 
switch to your buttocks. However, since you can't seem to keep your feet still, | will 
administer these forty-five strokes with the belt and switch to the soles of your feet. You will 
get 25 belt and 20 switch". Well this was something I'd not envisaged. Bastinado. I'd read 
about its use on prisoners in Turkey and it had always caused a tingling in my feet. Now | 
was the prisoner. At least my bottom was safe though. 

Richard placed a high pile of cushions on the sofa at one end and instructed me to lay 
lengthways with my feet up on the cushions. This placed the soles of my bare feet at 
Richard's waist height. Next he instructed me to keep my feet tight together and picked up 
the leather belt. The first stroke against my tender soles cracked like a rifle shot and the pain 
shot straight up my legs and across my whole body. The strokes kept coming hard and fast, 
attacking my vulnerable soles from just below the toes to just above the heels. If this was 
just the belt, what would the switch do? | had 20 to come with that. | was about to find out. 
Richard picked up the switch and positioned it for aim across the bottoms of my feet. Then 
he drew back and CRACK......This was hell. It felt like flames were licking my now reddened 
soles. CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK By now | was starting to count down the strokes. 
CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK CRACK My whole body was ablaze. CRACK CRACK 
CRACK CRACK CRACK Just five more to go, but | was crying openly now. CRACK CRACK 
CRACK C-R-A-C-K He gave his hardest stroke yet. C-R-A-C-K Jesus. It was over. | could 
breathe again. Al | wanted to do was hug him. Richard threw down the switch and embraced 
me, massaging my feet a little first. “I'm sorry | had to put you through that, but now you 
know what pain and hurt | felt when you decided to pull at that bar". | knew he was right. | 
had deserved every stroke. It had even turned me on in a strange way. | got up and dressed 
myself again, leaving my feet bare (| couldn't face shoes yet!). Next time, | thought to myself, 
when he suggests a quiet night in, I'll just say ‘perfect’. © 
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Please allow up to 21 days for delivery. 
Postage and packing are included in the price. 


BCM / REPORT | 


LONDON WCIN 3XX 


